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Through Glocefterflii re : by which account, 
Our Bufincfle valued fome twelue dayes hence, 
Our generall Forces at Brifllgenorth (hall mcete. 
Our Hands arc full ot Bufinefle : let's away, 
Aduantage feedes him fat,while men delay. Exeunt. 


ScenaTertia. 


Enter Fa/ftaffe and Bardolph . 

Falsi. Bardolph, am I not falne away vilely, fince this 
lafta&ion? doe 1 not bate? dee I not dwindle? Why 
myskintie hangs about me like anolrie Ladies looi'c 
Gowns : I am withered like an olde Apple Iohn. Well, 
Ilerepent;and that fuddenly, while I am in fome liking : 
^1 fhall be out of heart fhortly, and then I fhsil haue no 
.ftrength to repent. And I haue not forgotten what the 
in-fide of a Church is made of, I am a PeppcrXorne, a 
Brewers Horfe,the in-fide of a Church. Company,villa.. 
nous Company hath beenc the fpoyle of me. 

Bard, Sir Iohn, you are lb fretful! , you cannot liuc 
long. 

Falft. Why there is it: Come,fing me a bawdy Song, 
make me merry : I was as vertuoufly giuen, as a Gentle- 
man need to be ; veruious enough, fworc little, die d not 
abouc feuen times a wcekc, went to a Bawdy-hdufe not 
aboue once in a quarter of an home, payd Money that I 
borrowed, three or foure times ; liued well, and in good 
comnaffe : and now I Hue out of all order, out of com- 
pare. 

'Bard. Why, you are fo fat, Sir John, that you muft 
needesbecout of all compaffe; out of all reafonable 
compa(Te,Sir Iohn. 

Fa/ft Doc thou amend thy Face, and lie amend thy 
Life : Thou art our Admit all, thou bcareft the Lantcrne 
in the Poope, but 'tis in the Nofc of thee ; thou art the 
Knight of the burning Lampe, 

'Bard. Why,Sir Iohn, my Face does you no harme. 

Falft. No 5 llebelworne: I make as good vfe of it, as 
many a man doth of a De5ths-Head,or a Memento 7\lori. 
I neuer fee thy Face.but 1 thinke vpon Hell hre,and Dines 
that liued in Purple; for there he is in his Robes burning, 
burning. .If thou wcrt any wav giuen to venue, I would 
fweare by thy Face ; my Oath fhould bee, By this Fire; 
But thou art altogether giuen cuer; and were indeedc, 
but for the Light in thy Face, the Sunne of vtter Darke- 
nefle When thou ran'ft vp Gads-Hill in the Night, to 
catch my Horfc,if I did not thinkc that thou hadft beene 
an IqvisfatHM&t a Ball of Wild-fire, there's no Purchafe 
in Money* O, thou art a perpetuall Triumph, aneucr- 
laftingBone-fire-Light : thou haft faued me a thoufand 
M^rkes in Linkes and Torches, walking with thee in the 
Ni^ht betwixt Tauemc and Tauerne : But the Sack that 
thou haft drunke me, would haue bought me Lights as 
good cheapens the deareft Chandlers in Europe. I haue 
maintain^ that Salamander of yours with fire, anytime 
this two and thirtie yeeresJHeauen reward me for it. 

Bard. I would my Face were in your Belly. 

Falsi. So fhould I be fure to be heart-burn* d. 
Enter Hofteffe. 

How now,Dame Partlet the Hen, haue you enquir'd yet 
who piek'd my Pocket ? 


Hoftejfe. WhySirJ*Vwhat*doere^^ 
doe you thinke I kecpeTheeues in my Ho U f ? r/ * 
(? rch l d ' I n ^ ccn q uircd > haz my Husbanj ! 


t of: 


was Pick d 


Man,BoybyBoy,Seruantby Seruant: the j 
hayre was neuer loft in my houfe before,' 5 
Falft. Ye lye Hofteffe : 'Bardolph was Qj a l 
many a hayre ; and 1 le be fworne my Pocket ^ l( 
goe to,you are a Woman,goe. 

HeFleffe. Who I? 1 defied^: I Was 
in mine owne houfe before. 

Falfi. Goe to,l know you well enouoh. 
Hofteffe. No,Sir Iohn, you doe not know m 
I knowyou,Sir you owe me Money Sir/A***"' 
now you picke a quarrell, to beguile me of u i j 
you a dozen of Shirts to your Backe. % ^ 

Fa/fi. Doulas, filthy Doutas : I haue oj Uen . 
away to Bakers Wiues,and they haue made B I 
them. oui Krs c f 


tt^/rNow as I am a true Woman,HolI 3n( ] f . 
(hillings an Ell : You owe Money here befide* q ^ 


: your Dyet, and by-Drinkings, and Money L 

ure and twentie pounds. 


no. 


for 

foure anu twentie poun 

Falfi. Hcc had his part of it. let him pay, 
Hofteffe. Hee ? alas hee is poore , h cc hath 

thing. 

Falfi How ? Poore? Lookevpon his Face: What 
you Rich ? Let them coyne bis Nofe.iet them coyne? 
Cheekes, lie not pay i Denier. What,will you £ al " 
Younker of me ? Shall I not take mine cafe in minelnn 3 
bur I (hall haue my Pocket piek'd ? I haue lolt a Sc2' 
Ring of my Grand- fathers, worth fortie Marke. 

Koftejje. Ibaucheard thePiincetdlhim,Iknow 
how ofc,that that Ring was Copper. 

Falfi. Hq*v? thePnnce is a Iacke,a Sneake-Cu 
and if hee were heetc,I would cudgell him like a Da 
if hee would fay fo. 

Enter the Prince marchi«g,and Falft affe meets 
him, playing on his Trtinchton 
like a Fife. 

Falft. How now Lad i is the Winde in thaiDoorc? 
Muft we all march > 

Bard. Yea,two and tvvo,Newgate fafhion. 

Hofteffe. My Lord J pray you heare me. 

Prince. What fay 'ft thou, Mifircffc QnicUjI How 
does thy Husband ? 1 louc him well , hee is an hooefl 
man. 

Hoftejfc. Good, my Lord, heare mee. 

Falft. Prethce let her alone,and lift to mee. 

Prince. What fay'ft t\\ouft acke? 

Falft. The other Night I fell afleepe heere behind the 
Arras and had my Pocket pickt : this Houfe is turn'J 
Bawdy-houfe, they picke Pockets. 

Prince. What didft thou lofe, Iacke} 

Falft. Wilt thoubelecue me,Ha/?Three or foure Bonds 
of fortie pound apccce,and a Sealc-Ring of my Grand- 
fathers. 

Prince. A Trifle,fomc eight-penny matter. 

JHoft. SoItoldhim,my Lord; and I faid, I beard your 
Grace fay fo : and (my Lord) hee fpeakesmoft vilely of 
you, likcafoule-mouth'dman as hec is, and faid,b« 
would cudgell you. 

Prince. What hcc did not ? . 

Hoft. There's ncyther Faith,Truth,nor Woman-boo^ 

inmcclfc. . 

Falft ^ 


V 
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T* There's no^aith in thecthea a ftu'dePrunej 
f4 /ft. 1 here ^ ^ . n a drawn€ p ox . 3nd foc 

por no * 0t ** o d Maid-marian may be the Deputies wife 
S^TardtotUe. Go you nothing: go. 
oi v(l Say.whit thing? what thing? 

% What thing? why a thing to thanke heauen on. 

f V Tam no thing to thankc heauen oM wold thou 
uAWiowic :Iamaohoneftmanswifc:andfettmg 
ft0 V ■ hthood afidc, thou art a knauc to call me to. 

F4 Setting thy womanhood afide,thou art a bcaft 

beaft,thou knaue thou ? 
S ; Wh« bcaft/ Why an Otter. 
L An Otter.fir M Why an Otter ? 
Fal Why? She's neither fifo nor flcflh; a man knowes 
♦ thereto haue her. 

Ptf Thou art vniuft man in faying fo ; thou, or anie 
Inwes where to haue me,thou knaue thou. 

Thou fay 'ft trueHofteffe,and he flanders thee 

^SSe doth you,my Lord, and fayde this other 
An Youought him a thoufand pound. 

PriHd Sirrah,do I owe you a thoufand pound t 

Ftf. A thoufand pound Hal? A Million. Thy loue is 
vvorrh a Million : thou ow'ft me thy loue. 

Htf> Nay my Lord,hecallayou lacke,and faidhee 
would cudgell you. 

0. Did I, Bardolphe 

"Bar. Indeed Sir Iohn, you laid fo. 

fali Yea,if he faid my Ring was Copper. 

Prince. I fay Vis Copper. Dar'ftthoubee as good as 
thy word now ? 

Fal. Why Hal? thou know'ft,as thou art but a man,I 
dare : but,as thou art aPrince,Ifeare thee,a$ I fearc the 
roaring of the Lyons Whelpe. 

prince. And why not as the Lyon? 

Fal. The King himfelfc is to bee feared as the Lyon : 
Do'ft thou thinkc IlcfearethcCjasIfearqthy Father?nay 
if 1 do, let my Girdle breake. 

C Vr;r» 0 3 if it fhould. how would thy gijttes fall about 
thy knees. But firra : Therc f s no roomc for Faith, Truth, 
nor Honefty,in this bofome of thine / it is all fill'd vppe 
with Guttes and Midriffc. Charge an honeft Woman 
with picking thy pocket ? Why thou horfon impudent 
iraboft Rafcall, if there were any thing in thy Pocket but 
TauerneRcckning?, Memorandums of Bawdie-houfcs, 
and one poore peny- worth of Sugar-candie to make thee 
long-winded : if thy pocket were enrich'd with anie o- 
ther iniuries but thefe, I am 3 Villaine : And yet you will 
(land to it, you will not Pocket vp wrong. Art thou not 
afoam'd? 

Fal. Do'ft thou heare Hal} Thou know'ft in the ftate 
of Innocency, Adam fell : and what fhould poore Iacke 
Fa/flafe do,tn the dayes of Villany ? Thou feeft, 1 haue 
more fleflh then another man,and therefore more frailty. 
You confeffe then you pickt my Pocket ? 
Prin. It appeares fo by the Story. 
Fal. Hofteffe, I forgiue thee ; 
Go make ready Breakfaft, loue thy Husb.amd , 
Lookc to tl\y Seruant s> and cherifn thy Guefts'; 
Thou (hale find me tradable to any honeft rcafon: 
Thou feeft, I am pacified ftilL 
Nay,Ipretheebegonc. 

Exit Hofteffe. 

Now JEW, to thcacwes at Coi;rt for the Robbery, Lad ? 
Howtsthatanfwered? 


Prin. O my fweec Beefe : 
I muft ftill be good Angcll to thee. 
The Monte is paid backc againc. 

Fal. O, I do not lifce that paying backc, 'tis a double 
Labour. 

Prin. I am good Fricpds with my Father,and may do 

anything. & - 

Pal, Rob me the Exchequer the firft thing thou do ft, 
and do it with Vnwafti'd hands too. 

'Bard. Do my Lord. 

Prin m I haue procured xhttlack*** Charge of Foot. 

Fal. I would it had beene of Horfe.Wbcr* fbai I finde 
one that can fteale well ? O, for a fine theefe, of two and 
twentie,or thereabout : I am heynoufly vnprouidcd.Wel 
God be thanked for thefe Rebels, they oftend none but 
the Vertuous. I laud thcm,I praifc them. 

Prin. Tardolph. 

'Bar. My Lord. 

Frin. Go beaie this Letter to Lord Iohn of Lancaftcr 
To my Brother Iohn. This to my Lord of Weflmerland, 
Go pete, tohorfe : for thousand I, 
Haue thirtie miles to ride yet ere dinner time. 
lacke^mccz me to morrow in the Temple Hall 
At two a clocke in the afterr.oone, 
There (halt thou know thy Charge,and there receiue 
Money and Order for their Furniture. 
?The Land is burning, Percie Hands onhye, 
^ And either they, or wemuftlovuer lye. 
Fal. Rare words! braue world. 
HoftcfTe,my breakfaft, come : 
Oh,I could wifh thi* T^ueme w«re my drumrne. 

Exeunt omnes. 

RT 

MmQuartm. ScoemTrima. 


Enter Harris HetfpHrre, Worcefler > 
and Doxoglas. 

Hot. Well faid, my Noble Scot, if fpeakiog truth 
In this fine Age,wcre not thought flattcrie, 
Such attribution fhould the Dovtglas haue,* 
As not a Souldiour of this feafons ftanipe, 
Should gofo generall currant through the world* 
By heauen I cannot flatter : I defie 
The Tongues of Soothers. But aBtauer place 
In my hearts loue,hath no man then your Selfe, 
Nay,taskc metomy word: approueme Lord* 

Dow. Thouart the King of Honor : 
No man fo potent breathes vpon the ground. 
But I will Beard him. 

SnteraTrleflenger, 

Hot. Do fo, and 'tis well. What Letters haft there ? 
I can but thanke you. 

Meff. Thefe Lettvsts come from your Father. 

Hot. Letters from him ? 
Why comes he not himfelfc ? 

Mef He cannot come; my Lord, 
He is greeuous ficke^ 

Hot. How? haz he the ley furc to be ficke now, 
In fuch a iufthng time? Who leades his power ? 
Vnder whofeGonernpcnt come they along? 

fz Mef 


